8            STRAY BIRDS
28
O BEAUTY, find thyself in love, not in the flattery of thy mirror.
29
MY heart beats her waves at the shore of the world and writes upon it her signature in tears with the words, a I love thee/
1
30
66 MOON, for what do you wait ? " To salute the sun for whom I must make way."
31
THE trees come up to my window like the yearning voice of the dumb earth.